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This collection of sick and ghoulish 
thoughts is a work of pure fiction 
from the author's twisted and 
mentally ill mind. 


If there is anyone, living, that any of 
these thoughts actually represents, 
it's news to me. 


FOREWORD: 


I don't play or work well with others. 
Never have, never will. 


The list of fads, trends, popular 
things, etc that I haven't and won't 
participate in could make up another 
book. 


There's that many. 


But, back on Twitter after my 
resurrection from retirement, I've 
begun to participate in a new thing 
called a “horror prompt." 


In case you're not familiar with such 
an activity, it's where you get a word 
or two and craft a short but clever 
story in how many ever words the site 
you're on will allow. 


In the case of Twitter...it's 150 
words. 


It's been fun and challenging, because 
micro horror, whether poetry, or 
stories, has always been a huge love of 
mine. 


Just enough to grab you...enough to 
give you a taste of the weird and 
unusual...but not enough to bore you. 


So...after participating in this 
exercise for a while, I realized that 
I'd found a new little niche to 
explore. 


Thus was spawned, Diary Macabre. 


Now...just be aware that some of 
these Grims will be more words and 


some less, than what you might see on 
online sites. 


I hope these creepy pennings will chill 
you, give you the shivers and make you 
wonder what's wrong with me. 


That's yet, another story, altogether. 


Whatever my words do to 
you...whatever nightmarish torture or 
mental anguish they cause you...I hope 
you enjoy them. 


Andy 
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PROLOGUE: 


Just so you won't be lost...here's how 
this book works... 


I'll preface each Grim with the word 
you Il need to look for...the gateway to 


entering my twisted world. 


There's no chapters, so dig right in... 


Macabre: 


The room was macabre; a scent 
emanating from every crevice of the 
Spacious area. 


Why would someone need an area so 
large...and then she saw it...the large 
red stains that she'd mistaken for 
wallpaper... 


Morbid: 


She'd always been called “morbid,” 
because of her love of death and dead 
things. 


Not that it bothered her. Most people 
thought she was harmless...so her plan 
would be an easy one to carry out; in 
the guise of her birthday party. 


She smiled as she imagined the agony 
they'd all go through once the poison 
she'd give them, kicked in. 


Not so harmless, after alll... 


Dead Flowers: 


The faded glory of dead Flowers 
adorned the ancient graves. 


The cemetery was long abandoned and 
long forgotten. 


She'd be right at home here... 


Graveyard Dirt: 
The spell called for graveyard dirt. 


She smiled. On the visit to her local 
burial ground, she'd collected so much 
more than that necessary, dessicated 
Earth. 


Body parts littered the condemned 
hovel she called, “home," and the smell 


of decay hung in the air. 


Soon...immortality would be hers... 


Cemetery Statue: 


The mist hung low, as she walked her 
favorite time of night...quiet, still and 
very chill. 


The shadows embraced her as she 
pulled her cape tightly around herself, 
and then it came into view...her 
favorite cemetery statue. 


She'd spend many hours visiting with 
it...a draped and tragic skeleton 
carrying a lantern, mourning its 
eternal existence... 


Much the same as she... 


No Sympathy: 


For the damned, there will be no 
sympathy. For the loyal, no mercy. For 
the hopeful...only desolation and pain. 


Life is cruel...but death is far more 
unfair. 


There is and never will be justice, not 
in life or in death. 


Blood: 


Their blood was everywhere...on the 
floor, on the walls; the room reeked 
of it, the thick and coppery smell 
making him sick and filling him with 
euphoria, all at the same time. 


At first, he hated what he was, what 
he had to do to survive. But then, 
after a time, he saw a way, a way to 
right wrongs, a way to help the truly 
innocent, the cattle that believed in 
good...and in return, he ate well. 


Some called him, “monster,” Others 
called him, “Savior.” 


He was neither...merely an opportunist 
whose actions just happened to 
benefit some...other than himself. 


Boiled: 
The water boiled, the skins hung... 


Her holiday jerky was always a hit at 
the company Christmas party. 


“Where do you get such great quality 
beef," was always the question...and 
she always smiled and whispered the 
same answer, "I could tell you, but 
then I'd have to kill you," to gales of 
laughter from her unsuspecting 
co-workers. 


If only they knew... 


Evil Children: 


She watched outside her window. Each 
day they passed her house and each 
day she held her breath. 


They always looked at her. They 
terrified her, yet no one would listen. 


Evil children, skipping, 
playing...demonic forces yet to be 
unleashed on the neighborhood and 
eventually, the city. 


There was a never-ending parade of 
them, it seemed. 


But she was ready...ammo, food and a 
supply of wood, nails and more to 
reinforce her home. 


They'd never take her...not alive at 
least. 


Black Eyes: 


He smiled and walked, acting no more 
aware than anyone else around him. 


But he knew they were there. They 
were easily spotted with their black 
eyes and almost plastic grins. 


How could people could be so clueless? 


But they were...even despite all the 
disappearances over the past few 
months. 


While everyone else could remain on 
the menu of whatever these deviant 
creatures had planned, he'd be safe. 


Poison: 


The bottles were so pretty, fanciful 
and elegant. 


Each shelf looked like a row of 
dazzling prisms. 


Only the labels revealed any clue as to 
what horrors awaited inside each 
glittering medium of liquid poison. 


Her only regret was that she had 
limited money with which to purchase. 


She'd have to be selective. 


Just her luck... 


Skull: 


As he sat writing, he was so proud of 
himself. 


He'd convinced his parents that it was 
a cool Halloween prop...and being as 
Halloween was only four days away, 
they fell for it. 


He knew he shouldn't gloat, but the 
skull made such a cool candle holder 
and the bully who'd made his life so 
miserable during third period Algebra, 
would never be missed. 


Poor kid, he'd gone out on his bicycle 
and just never returned. 


He smiled as he penned the last line 
of his essay for Advanced Creative 
Writing..."Never underestimate 
anyone”... 


Witch and Curse: 


“What a sweet little witch,” the lady 
with the candy, loudly intoned. 


“You're not going to put a spell on me, 
are you?" 


“Depends on what kind of candy you 
give me," the tiny girl, retorted. 


The woman laughed again, loudly and 
dumped the entire bowl in the 
trick-or-treater's bag. 


“It's getting late, and most other 
people have already closed up, so you 
take all that candy and enjoy it." 


“Thank you," the little girl whispered, 
as she thought to herself... Weil, 
that's one person I won't curse... 


Raven: 


The full moon lit her path, diminishing 
the light from the pale glow of her 
lantern. 


She looked so forward to the music of 
the night and her special friend...the 
Raven she'd met on her nightly walk. 


She could almost swear he spoke to 
her... 


Dead: 


They came closer, scrambling, 
shuffling and scraping the floors as 
they moved. 


She could hear them right outside the 
door and she held her breath. 


It had been her dream to work with 
the dead. 


No irritating co-workers, no deadlines, 
no demanding boss...she'd always 
dreamed of owning her own funeral 
home and she'd looked forward to the 
peace. 


How could she have ever known that 
the very people she treasured, the 
ones who could cause her no stress, 
would turn on her? 
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Death: 


She looked around, not knowing where 
she was or how she'd gotten there. 


The room was bare...a gray curtain 
blowing in an unseen breeze. 


She'd looked so forward to her 
well-deserved eternal sleep after 
such a disappointing life, a life she 
felt there was no other escape from. 


Now...she seemed to be caught 


in-between and she feared what 
would...or worse...wouldn't...await her. 
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Ghost and Wind: 


The wind howled and the walls 
dripped...ancient water. 


The ghost of the handsome young man 
would forever, tragically roam the 


halls of his Manor house. 


No one visited any longer...he was 
alone...eternally alone... 
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Spirit: 
“When the spirit is willing, anything is 


possible,” the madman taunted. 


The young woman, smiled...her hands, 
bound and her feet tied together. 


“And when the flesh hungers, any meal 
will do..." 


The man stopped and rushed at her, 
crowbar held high, preparing to strike 
the final, deadly blow. 


In the beat of his black heart, the 
woman vaporized into a putrid, green 


mist and reappeared behind him. 


“Sometimes, the foreplay, is better 
than the actual act..." 
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Abandoned: 


Long abandoned, the halls of the 
castle echoed with the crashing surf, 
below. 


She felt at home here, amongst the 
dead flowers, cobwebs and ruin. 


How she wished she could stay, but 
her real life beckoned...and once 
again, she'd have to leave her 
fantasies...her dreams, behind. 
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Rotted: 


The stench was overpowering as he 
parted his rotted lips to kiss her 
plump and warm ones. 


She should have been 
terrified...sickened and repulsed at 
what he'd become, but she wasn't. 


All she cared about was that the 


incantation had worked,,, and he'd 
come back to her... 
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Ruined: 


His flesh was ruined, but he didn't 
care. 


He needed to feel the unholy 
throbbing of the rusted, but 
still-sharp, barbed wire wrapped 
around him. 


The all-engulfing horror of what he 
was becoming made him happy... 
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Corpse: 


Lined up perfectly, the dead looked so 
peaceful. 


It was perfect, finally worth all she'd 
gone through to complete her 
masterpiece. 


But one corpse in particular stood out 
to her...his. 


The toughest conquest of all she'd 
followed him for weeks, tracking his 
every move, until she wooed, seduced 
and tricked him into becoming her 
latest work. 


As the sirens grew louder, outside, 


she lit the gas saturated floor and 
committed the image to her mind. 
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Black Cat: 


The adorable black cat came around, 
often. How she loved his sweet mew 
and stroking his silky coat. 


She'd rescued him from wicked 
children, set to do him harm, and he'd 
rewarded her by killing those who 
bothered her. 


She smiled as she set his food down... 


28 


Storm and Lightning: 


The lightning flashed, as thunder 
crashed all around him as the storm 
raged outside his window.. 


The gravestones lit up and rain 
saturated everything it touched. 


It was on days like this...when the 
world seemed to be coming to an end, 
that he truly felt that his life was 
worth living. 
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Black Sky and Dying: 


He smiled as his eyes scanned the 
black sky. 


The clouds boiled in anger and the 
world seemed a darker place. 


It was so comforting...and made dying 
so much easier. 
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Skinned Alive: 


She sharpened the knives (she always 
needed more than one) and prepped 
the body as she'd been shown by her 
father, as he'd been shown by his 
father, before him. 


Skinned Alive...she could think of 
better and worse ways to go, but it 
wasn't like these people would be 
missed. 


They were getting exactly what they 
deserved. 
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Crow: 


The beautiful, black bird, eyed her 
curiously. 

She'd always loved crows and had a 
special place in her heart for them. 


She wondered what he thought and if 
he remembered that it was she, who 
provided him with the seed that filled 
his belly each day. 


Little did she know that her 
feathered friend did remember her, 
and he would repay her. 


She often ran off a man who made her 
cry. 

The black beauty was simply biding his 
time. The awful human would be back 
and he'd take care of him, then. 
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Eternal Rest: 

With each spatter of rain, consider 
that a second...a piece of your life. 
The number of drops we each have, 
are finite and one day, our rain will no 


longer fall. 


When that time comes, eternal rest 
awaits us. 
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Urn: 


She clutched the urn, tightly in her 
frozen hands. 


She'd sat this way, forever it seemed, 
holding this ornate vase. 


It was empty. It stayed mostly empty. 
Every once ina while, someone would 
come along and put ina flower, but 
the visits were getting fewer and 
fewer. 


How long had she sat here? How much 
longer would she sit here? 


She didn't know... 
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Ashes to Ashes: 


She watched the fire swirl and dance, 
as the light, gray fairies flew 
skyward. 


She was fortunate to live in the 
country; as she'd heard that bodies 
stunk as they burned...that it was a 
smell one could not get out of their 
nostrils. 


She couldn't agree. She smelled 
nothing. 


"Ashes to ashes.." she murmured as 


the man's flecks of charred body 
floated away... 
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Disease: 

The labels were very plain to read. 
Each disease had its own container, 
its own purpose and now all he needed 
was a buyer. 

The world was rich with twisted 
wretches, aching to get their hands on 


his creations. 


More money than he could ever 
spend... 
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Plague: 


It had been a month since he released 
the plague that wiped out, first his 
neighborhood, then his city, then his 
county and then his state. 


How far it had spread, he couldn't be 
certain because his ham radio was 
mostly silent now. 


Didn't matter. He'd vowed to bring 
about the Apocalypse...and he did. 


His only regret was that no one would 


ever know it was him. His victory was 
a hollow one. 
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Skeleton: 

She sighed. She loved skeletons, but 
she tired of them. A skeleton here, a 
skeleton there... 

Her attempts to embalm a body to the 
point of never decaying, had been a 


failure. 


She wasn't giving up...just 
disheartened. 


The formula was there, and she was 
close...she knew it. 


She just had to keep at it. 
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Dead Tree: 


She loved the ancient and dead tree 
by the pond. 


No one ever came here; they all 
claimed it was haunted, a tortured, 
evil place. 


She felt otherwise. She felt a certain 
surge of power as she sat and looked 
at the sky...the full moon illuminating 
the murky water. 


They would be here soon, to keep her 
company; the ghosts of dead 
lovers...murders, suicides and him...the 
beautiful young man who'd started it 
all, the rope burns still visible around 
his pale neck. 
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Hanging: 


She poked him in the ass and laughed, 
as he whimpered in fear. 


"You said you were into kinky sex, 
lover. How much more kinky is 
hanging?" 


She giggled and he screamed through 
his gag. 


He'd make a nice prize...a beautiful 
addition her collection. His skin was 
nice, she didn't have much hair to 
shave off him, so that always 
helped...and his teeth. Wow...she 
couldn't wait to get those out and 
mounted! 


She couldn't believe her good fortune. 
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Sleep: 


She'd taken far too many pills, yet 
she still couldn't reach that land of 
peace...no worries, dreams and 
slumber. 


She remembered the old Gypsy 
woman's curse..."Yes shall never sleep 
again. Ye will spend all eternity, awake. 
Not even death will give ye rest." 


The old witch had been thorough; the 
curse was complete. 


Dead for twenty years, her 
gravestone settled into the ground 
and no more visitors, the young woman 
would remain damned... 
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Cut Too Deep: 


She threw the knife on the floor. 
She'd cut too deep and the woman 
would die too quickly, the precious 
blood spilling all over the floor, rather 
than into the tub where she stored 
what she needed. 


"I can't win for losing. That's the 
second one this week." 


Good thing she had errands to run so 
she could go back out. 
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Dig A Grave: 


The old man spat at his young 
co-worker. 

"Who taught you to dig a grave? You 
have no idea what you're doing." 


"Well, old geezer, I haven't been 
around since the Prohibition era, to 
learn stuff. I'm just starting out. I 
need time to learn." 


As the young man turned his back, he 
never felt the shovel connect with the 
back of his head. 


The old man propped the Millennial up, 
facing him, his vacant eyes staring far 
away. 


"Now, you disrespectful pup, let me 
show you how it's done." 
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Howling: 


"Please go away,’ he whispered, "I 
can't be with you." 


She stood at his window, again, this 
night, while an unholy tempest brewed 
out on the sea. 


Howling, her lamentations rang in his 
ears and broke his heart. 


She was grotesque...her rotting skin 
falling from her broken bones. She 
refused to believe it, and with every 
storm, begged him to let her in. 


Why couldn't she see that she was 
dead? 


44 


Road Kill: 


The woman smiled and backed up, 
again. 


By the time she was done with him, 
he'd be unrecognizable and she'd be 
free. 


She would make sure to wreck the car 
and disappear with the money. 


There were so many deer in the area, 
the smear he'd be on the highway 
would be chalked up to just another 
road kill; she just had to stick with it 
and pray that no one came by until she 
was completely done with him. 
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Rot: 


The stench of rot, was overpoweringly 
sickening. 

He'd always heard that maggots lived 
in dead flesh, but obviously this flesh 
was beyond dead...it was to the slimey 
stage and it turned his stomach. 


But...he had work to do. His pets were 
hungry and they had particular tastes. 


He'd kill as many people as he had to, 
to keep them fed. 


They were his sole reason for living. 
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Swamp: 


The little girl skipped along and made 
her way through the swamp to the old 
hag's house. 


Everyone said she was dangerous and 
that she was a witch and avoided her. 


The old lady with the many cats had 
never been anything but nice to her 
and she looked forward to the herbal 
lessons, spells and incantations she 
was learning. 


Many horrible things had already 
befallen the girls at school who picked 
on her. 


The witch was her best friend, her 
only friend and there was no way she 
was giving up the power she already 
felt coursing through her. 
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Sewn and Broken Mirror: 


She woke up, the room dark and her 
back aching from the hard floor. 


Why was she having trouble 
breathing? She tried to take a deep 
breath, but she couldn't. What was 
wrong with her mouth? 


She scrambled unsteadily to her feet 
and gazed at herself ina grimy, 
broken mirror. To her horror, her 


mouth had been sewn shut. 


She tried to scream... 
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Stabbed: 


She stabbed the cheerleader, hard 
and laughed at the gurgling noises she 
made as she tried to breathe through 
the gaping hole in her throat. 


"I told you to leave me alone. That's 
all you had to do. Now, you won't ever 
bother anyone, ever again. Hope all 
the torture you caused me, was worth 
it, bitch!" 
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Cut Open: 


He sighed. He was so tired. He knew 
when he strangled this one, that he'd 
be hard to cut open. He was huge and 
the layers of fat made it difficult to 
get to the muscle. 


That was what he needed, that was 
what his buyers would pay for, so 
while the work was taxing, he had 


people waiting and money to collect. 


No time to rest, now. 
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Broken Bottle: 

"Not that one!" 

"Why not?" 

"Because it's an antique and I like it." 
"You're a weirdo." 


She shook her head. Yeah...he was the 
one with the broken bottle collection 
and she was the weirdo because she 
wanted to preserve some of them. 


Besides...she had no idea what was in 
the bottles. Some of the fluids in 
them smelled awful and the body 
parts were always hard to hide from 
their parents; their lies of what they 
were bringing home getting more and 
more creative. 
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Burn: 


She winced and then let loose an 
agonizing sigh, as she yanked her 
thumb, hard. 


The burn of the arthritis was terribly 
satisfying and though she knew there 
would come a time when she might 
lose the use of that much-needed 
digit, the work that had caused the 
exquisite agony...chopping up bodies, 
strangling people, breaking apart 
bones...had brought her so much joy in 
her youth, that she was willing to 
suffer the pain. 


It had all been worth it... 
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Old Hat: 


Each time she put on the fancy head 
topper, she felt like she was 
transported to a different time and 
place. 


She'd found the old hat ina trunk in 
her grandmother's attic and had 
immediately fallen in love with the 
colors, the shape and the style. 


She just wished she knew who the 
woman was that stared back at her 
from the ornate oval mirror she 
looked into, each time she put it on... 
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Wardrobe: 


"I have nothing to wear," she moaned. 
"A wardrobe full of beautiful clothing 
and yet nothing suitable for tonight's 
gala." 


She sighed and rifled through the 
fancy chemises, coats, jackets, 
evening wear and glittery blouses. 


It was their fault...the women she'd 
killed, to take their beautiful 
coverings. If they didn't have such 
good taste, she wouldn't have to steal 
from them. 


Those bitches didn't deserve those 


treasures anyway. At least she'd 
appreciate them. 
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Theatre and Stage: 


The ancient building held a formidable 
secret. 


Crumbled, abandoned, decaying and 
partially submerged, the old theatre 
had been a glorious sight in its 
heyday. 


The fashionable, the famous, the 
influential...they'd all passed through 
the doors of the once grand 
establishment, to watch the stars of 
the golden stage. 


If one closed their eyes and listened, 
in the quiet of midnight...they could 
hear the whispers of times gone by 
and the stories of those...who never 
left... 
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Rain and Cry: 


She stood in the rain, too angry to 
cry, too hurt to move. 


He was up there...with her and before 
the night was through, they'd both be 
dead. 


Him...she wasn't sure what she'd do, 
but she had an idea. 


Her...she'd summoned every ounce of 
creativity...watched movies, read 
books, studied documentaries...her 
death would be disgusting and 
treacherous...as she deserved. 


She'd told him what would happen if 
she ever caught him cheating...and 
he'd laughed...assuring her that she 
was the only one. 
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She smiled, as the plan began to 
solidify. 


They'd both regret the day they ever 
climbed into bed together...her 
love...and her best friend. 


Funny how the bonds of love...both 
intimate and platonic, could be 
severed so easily; and she looked 
forward to seeing if their bodies 
could just as easily be... 
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Epilogue: 


I hope you've enjoyed this trek 
through my morbid and depraved 
mind. 


I'm not for everyone, but those 
whose lives I do touch, I'm pleased to 
take up a small part of the darkest 
spaces of your time. 
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Andy Van Scoyoc 
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Destination Desolatidh'Productions 


Let Your Soul Bleed Black 


’ 


Sinner/saint, loving/vengeful, caring/cold, giving/hard hearted... 









Multi faceted and hard to describe, personable but also alienating, Andy Van 
Scoyoc suffers the same fate as many creatives spawned long before their time... 






She's misunderstood, marginalized, ignored. 






She's also idolized, lauded and a fascinating riddle to those around her.. 






All of these enigmatic qualities make up a complicated, tortured soyl, full of\love, 


/ ad and joy...tempered with a suffocating darkness that no¥ éven she...cdn++* 







escape 
‘ 


offerings... 
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